POPULAR TALES

better than to stay and make one of us, seeing that you are
heartily welcome.'

Mr. Bettesworth excused himself, by saying that he was in
haste to get home.

No happy home had he, no affectionate children to welcome
his return. Yet he had as numerous a family as Mr. Frank-
land ; three sons and two daughters: Idle Isaac, Wild Will,
Bullying Bob, Saucy Sally, and Jilting Jessy. Such were the
names by which they were called by all who knew them in the
town of Monmouth, where they lived. Alliteration had " lent
its artful aid" in giving these nicknames ; but they were not
misapplied.

Mr. Bettesworth was an indolent man, fond of his pipe, and
fonder of building castles in the air by his fireside. Mrs.
Bettesworth was a vain, foolish vixen ; fond of dress, and fonder
of her own will. Neither of them took the least care to breed
up their children. Whilst they were young, the mother
humoured them: when they grew up, she contradicted them in
everything, and then wondered how they could be so ungrateful
as not to love her.

The father was also surprised to find that his boys and girls
were not as well-mannered, nor as well-tempered, nor as clever,
nor as steady, nor as dutiful and affectionate, as his neighbour
Frankland's ; and he said to himself, c Some folks have the luck
of having good children. To be sure, some children an: born
better than others.3

He should rather have said, c To be sure, some children are
bred better than others.'

Mr. Frankland's wife was a prudent, sensible woman, and had
united with him in constant endeavours to educate their family.
Whilst they were yet infants, prattling at their mother's knee,
she taught them to love and help one another, to conquer their
little frowarcl humours, and to be obedient and tractable. This
saved both them and herself a great deal of trouble afterward;
and their father often said, both to the boys and girls, * You
may thank your mother, and so may I, for the good tempers
you have.'

The girls had the misfortune to lose this excellent mother,
when one was about seventeen, and the other eighteen ; but she
was always alive in their memory. Patty, the eldest sister,
was homely in her person; but she was so neat in her dress,